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Blue-bird lady though you be, 
With your hat perched careless-wise, 
No such likeness do I see, 
Blue-bird lady though you be; 
You are more than that—to me 
You’re a Bird of Paradise! 
Blue-bird lady though you be, 
With your hat perched careless-wise! 
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PUCK wishes to hear from some of its readers. 
dim watches of the editorial night, PUCK would welcome the grate- 
ful guidance of ‘‘ Constant Reader” and “Pro Bono Publico,” and, 
mayhap, old “ Veritas’’ himself, each with some little message, in 
praise or censure, to shed a ray of light along the editorial highway. 
No one but an editor long in harness knows 
the comfort that springs from the shau_-'v 
presence of these faithful advisors, 
crescent -moon-like around the editorial dais— 
unseen, yet within reach; impersonal, yet potent, 
forces in shaping publishing destiny. PUCK 
has made so many betterments lately that it 
may be, Draco-like, inviting an untimely smothering from the plaudits 
of its admirers, but this fate even the shrinking violet must eventu- 


An Appeal 
to Puck 
Readers 


ally court. Tell us what you like 
most in PUCK — or what you don’t 
like, which, after all, is more im- 
portant. No letter that reaches 
PUCK’S desk is too inconsequent 
to merit anything but the closest 
attention; and it shall be PUCK’S 
pleasure to shape his attire as 
nearly as possible to the pattern cut 
for him by his lifelong friends. 


PUCK, as our readers may 
have observed, has some very 
decided ideas upon certain ques- 
tions affecting the public weal. In 
the expression of these ideas PUCK 

has sought always to 


season its utterances 
Doctors with the leaven of 
Praise humor; for, after all, 


PUCK’S mission on 
earth is a simple 
duty—the promotion 
of life, levity, and laughter; and 
it is the more encouraging, there- 
fore, when its serious efforts 


Puck 


receive the endorsement of so dignified a body of citizens .as the 


physicians of the country. 
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We quote a set of resolutions passed last month by the 


Gallatin County (Montana) Medical Society. 





Editor. HY MAYER 


General Manager, FOSTER GILROY 
Literary Editor, A. H. FOLWELL 
Business Manager, W. G. NAYLOR 


WHEREAS ; the editors of the periodical called PUCK 
are using their efforts to correct these false teachings and 
impressions by the publication of true illustrations, as 
evidenced in their issue of March 14th, 1914, therefore, 


BE IT RESOLVED, that the Gallatin County Medical 
Society endorse the action of the editors of PUCK, and 
that a copy of these resolutions be sent to the editors of 
said periodical and copies to each of the secretaries of the 
Montana State Medical Association and the American 





PUCK extends a friendly hand to its doctor admirers. 


PUCK believes in advertising — for itself, as well as for the indus- 
tries of America. For the purpose of bringing the new PUCK to 
the attention of some million-odd “‘fans’”’ this summer, we have 


just purchased and painted in bril- 
liant hue the largest sign in any 
ball- park in the United States, 
covering a considerable section of 
the new concrete 
stand in the Polo 


Puck Grounds, New 

York. While this 
at the one hundred and 
Baseball twenty - five foot 
Games sign performs its 


silent duty for the 
next six months, a 
corps of boys will present the claims 
of PUCK to the assembled enthusi- 
asts in stand and bleacher — the 
only publication, by the way, per- 
mitted to be soldin the grounds. A 
similar service is in operation in 
Brooklyn. We mention this in no 
spirit of bombast, but to remind our 
friends that a PUCK boy is within 
call, and may do much to bridge over 
that long wait when players are 
“warming up,”’ or the intermission 
between double-headers. Far be 


it from PUCK to dim the diamond’s glory—but it really does make 
the game pass more pleasantly. 


We’ve just taken a peek ahead into next week’s PUCK, and we 
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WHEREAS; we believe that the work being done in 
experimental medicine and research is, and will be, of great 
benefit to humanity, and, 


WHEREAS; a certain group of people, the so-called 
Anti-Vivisectionists, are endeavoring to hinder, prevent and 
hamper such experimental medicine and research through 
attempts to influence public opinion by the distribution of 
false literature and biased illustrations, and, 


WHEREAS; certain publications, including the period- 
ical called *eR are attempting to assist such hindering 
and prevention of research by false and overdrawn 
illustrations, and, 


find half.a dozen features far enough out of the rut to merit especial 
mention. If you know Jugend, our famous German 
contemporary, you need no introduction to Gillis, 
A Glance who makes his American bow with one of those 


a Week brilliant masses of warm color which have placed 
Ahead him in the front rank of European illustrators. 
ca Another gem, next week, secured for PUCK by 


Hy Mayer on his recent European trip, is one of a 
series of Kley’s inimitable animal comics. Hy Mayer is, as usual, 
represented by a cartoon in color, ‘‘Who’s Who in Barbaria,”’ in 
which milady’s verdant wig plays no small part in the color scheme. 
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WHISKERS 

General von Plettenberg, commander of the 
Prussian Guards Corps, is a man who does not 
take kindly to the impudent modern disregard 
of ancient standards of fitness. With growing 
impatience he has viewed the tendency of his 
non-commissioned officers and privates to dis- 
card the moral, beauti- 
ful and efficient mus- 
tache of the past in 
favor of a shameless 
“tooth brush” growth 
on the upper lip. He 
has found it necessary 
to promulgate the fol- 
lowing decree: 


“* Non-commissioned 
officers and men are 
to be instructed that 
the modern fashion of 
wearing the mustache 
as a trifling tuft of hair 
under the nose is un- 
suitable for Prussian 
soldiers and irrecon- 
cilable with the true 
German character.” 


Von Plettenberg does 
not explain his notion 
of the true German 
character, or in what 
specific manner it is 
affected by the hirsute 
delinquency to which 
he refers; but it is 
certain that his decree 
is a timely reminder 
of a decadence not 
confined to the Ger- 
man Empire alone. To 
the General’s imagina- 
tion the Prussian de- 
fect seems a moun- 
tainous affair, but what 
would he say if he 
could know the alarm- 
ing condition of whis- 
ker-culture in the 
United States to-day? 
There is, in our 
country, practically no 
sincere regard for the 
honorable _ institution 
of whiskers. Whiskers 
are openly jeered in 
the streets; made the 
butt of smooth-faced 
ridicule ; and tolerated, 
when treated as kindly 
as the word toleration 
implies, only as a by- 
product, instead of 
being revered as a 
life-work and the ex- 
pression of a soul’s 
ambition. Whisker 
culture has fallen upon 
evil days. 

It is futile to say 


Qo 


Nor is it important, though it may be of 
interest, to recall and magnify the purple 
whiskers of William John Shea of Charlestown, 
Massachusetts. Mr. Shea’s whiskers are un- 
doubtedly a most splendid color tonal accomplish- 
ment, but here again we can extract no tithe of 
comfort for the people as a whole. The Shea 
phenomencn was the result of an inexplainable 





that the United States 
possesses, in the pink 
whiskers of the Hon. 
Jim Ham Lewis, the 
greatest natural phenomenon in the realm of facial 
adornment. True, thousands of tourists are 
drawn to Chicago every year by the fame of the 
Lewis Treasures, but this national possession re- 
flects no more credit on the people than do Grand 
Canon or Old Faithful Geyser. The pink whiskers 
of Mr. Lewis are not grown—they grew. The fact 
that there are no other pink whiskers proves this. 





Drawn sy HARRIET MEAD OLCOTT 


HER SISTER 


freak of a patented hair-dye. Instead of con- 
verting his reddish-brown beard to the desired 
glossy-black, it gave them the gorgeous purple 
color that has remained with them ever since. 

In spite of these accidents of excellence, 
our national attitude toward whisker-culture 
is one of gross indifference, if not actual 
hostility. 


Many men brazenly practice the habit of going 
about facially nude. We shall not concern our- 
selves with such persons here. They are un- 
doubtedly misled or misinformed; but they show 
at least the merit of open contumacy. At any 
rate, their anarchy is far less dangerous than the 
careless, irresponsible whisker-culture of those 
who, while professing to conform, actually repudi- 
ate the fundamental 
whisker-standards and, 
in brief, do as they 
please. 


And what is it they 
do? They not only 
permit themselves to 
wear the ‘‘tooth- 
brush” mustache, but 
they defy good taste 
and probity by appear- 
ing in public with 
puerile Van Dykes, un- 
gainly side-boards, 
underdone mutton- 
chops, and divers other 
abominations. Where- 
as, we protest. The 
growing of perfect 
whiskers is something 
that is denied to no, or 
few, males. It requires, 
like any other art, ap- 
plication, persistence, 
and the feeling for per- 
fection. Why should 
it be refused these? 


Freeman Tilden. 
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MOVING 


Moving is like marry- 
ing for money or hav- 
ing the measles — it’s 
all right after you’re 
safely over it. To a 
person in the throes, 
however, the world is 
a large blue-tinted 
globule entirely sur- 
rounded by piano 
rustlers, excelsior and 
moving-vans. Life is 
distorted out of its 
pristine freshness and 
happiness is a merry 
jest. The best way to 
move is to let your 
wife doit. If you have 
no wife then marry one 
for the occasion. It will 
be cheaper in the long 
run. Moving usually 
occurs in the spring. 
Moving from the city 
to the country is now 
being done in many of 
our best families. The 
divorce courts, how- 
ever, will not be as 


-. 


eee SES crowded as usual, as 
the new  feministic 


creed forbids filling 
a husband’s pockets 
with the household fur- 
niture as of old. Now, indeed, the family man is 
not expected to carry out to the country place 
anything but the gas-range, the lawn-mower, and 
the folding-garage. This makes it a very simple 
operation, and by the use of ordinary intelligence 
and dispatch, a man can get settled in time to 
get ready to move back to the city again. 

The only sure cure for moving—don’t move. 
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If General Sherman were alive to-day 
he might amend his famous epigram to 
read “A peaceful blockade is also hell.” 


* 


Delvers into the past have located the 
site of the tower of Babel. It might be 
a good place for the annual session 
of the Daughters of the American 
Revolution. 


~ 
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Secretary Stokes of Yale told a band 
of noisily patriotic collegians that if 
there was a war he hoped it “would be 
speedy.” If he means speedy in the 
football sense we suggest that Frank 
Hinkey be sent to coach the Army. 


¥ 


Among the minor horrors of war is 
the war story. The girl who some 
years ago defied parental authority 
south of Mason and Dixon’s line and 
fell in love with a Yankee, and who later 
fell in love with a Rough Rider near her 
father’s sugar plantation in Cuba, will 
now place heart above patriotism along 
the Rio Grande. A few thousand of 
her, incidentally, will be on view in 
the movies. 

















“THE OUTLOOK VOLUNTEERS” 


Gude 











TANGOING TO THE ALTAR 


The White House Bride and the Treasury Bridegroom 








A mysterious German person with 
occult powers numbers this among 
her predictions for the current year: 
“President Wilson will be much honored 
and then he will slide.” This may not 
be as ominous as it sounds. If the 
President is adept at the “hook slide” 
he may land safely after all. 

> 

Unfortunate in the extreme was Phil 
Sheridan’s absence at the beginning of 
the battle of Winchester, but doubly 
tragic for American arms was the out- 
break of war with Mexico while General 
James Creelman was abroad. 

* 

General Coxey is said to be somewhat 
embarrassed by desertions from his 
army. Discipline should not be re- 
laxed. General Coxey should strike all 
deserters with the flat of his slap- 
stick. 


Secretary Daniels will modify his 
“No rum in the Navy” order to the 
extent of popularizing the Huerta punch. 


> 


A leading banking authority of New 
York predicts that the abandonment of 
the watchful-waiting policy will result 
in pronounced stimulation of business 
and general prosperity throughout the 
country. Why war with just Mexico? 
Why not take on Japan and several 
other countries and have a regular 


business boom? 
- 


Governor Cole Blease of South Caro- 
lina has volunteered to lead the troops 
of his State to the front. We do not 
dare ponder the consequences if a 
regiment of colored regulars should 
be sent into action alongside of him. 
Apoplexy on the field of battle is almost 
invariably fatal. 
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Americans are traditionally patriotic. 
At times, however, their patriotism is 
singularly difficult to discern. Take 
the present situation in Mexico. It has 
been a most delicate one to handle. 
Our President and Secretary of State 
have done their utmost to avoid armed 
conflict -a course that must command 
the approval of every sincere Ameri- 
can. Now that armed conflict has 
been practically forced upon us, our 
far-seeing President carefully avoids 
declaring “war” which could only 
result in a conquest of Mexico; instead 
he regards the steps taken purely as 
“armed intervention to secure recog- 
nition of the American flag.” Every 
step bears the mark of the thoughtful, 
sober statesman and his big-hearted, 
experienced Secretary. At least-so 
Puck thinks. 


But suppose you disagree. Suppose 
you are one of the admirers of 
brass buttons, brass bands and brass 
knuckles. Suppose you think the Presi- 
dent utterly wrong. Do you even then 
admire the attitude of the press and the 
people of the United States? If you 
were a foreigner would you respect 
Americans more for sympathizing with 
the President’s difficulties and lending 
him support, or at least silent forbear- 





- 
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“What Fools these Mortals Be!”’ 


ance, or would you prefer their present 
attitude of carping criticism and open 
obstruction? Do you think that you, 
if a foreigner, would call Americans in 
the present juncture patriotic? 


The President has an intensely diffi- 
cult task. We doubt if you could have 
handled the situation any better than 
he; we doubt if any man could have. 
Every honest person who knows the 
President recognizes in him sincerity of 
purpose, moral steadfastness and men- 
tal acuteness—the three great essen- 
tials of a leader. Let us who recognize 
in him the qualities of leader allow him 
the essence as well as the form of 
leadership. Let us be grateful that we 
have not in the President’s chair a 
demagogue or a maudlin sentimentalist 
with a “big stick.” Let us be glad that 
our President has, instead of ferocious 
teeth, an all-seeing eye—instead of the 
war-lord’s boisterous laugh and wag- 
ging tongue, the statesman’s sad smile 
and sober silence. If we cannot agree 
with him in every detail of his policy, 
let us at least remember that we have 
selected him, and that we have cause 
to be proud of our selection. He isa 
big man doing big things. If we cannot 
actually support him let us at least in 
his hour of trial lend him the encour- 
agement of silent sympathy. This is 
the course of true patriotism. 


Many of us are ready to die for our 
country —the rush for enlistment proves 
that. Would that a few more were 
ready to live for it—a truer, more 
admirable, more useful, as well as a 
rarer form of patriotism. 

- 


A man who is “ahead of his time” 
usually has a hard row to hoe. What- 
ever he does or advocates is regarded 
with suspicion. A nation that is ahead 
of its time faces the same outlook on a 
larger scale. German newspapers, for 
example, refuse to credit the United 
States with sincerity in this Mexican 
business. They sneer at President 
Wilson’s profession of friendliness for 
the Mexican people and his repudiation 
of any idea of conquest or territorial 
expansion south of the Rio Grande. 
They assume, and as frankly state, that 
the President’s attitude toward the rank 
and file of Mexico is the attitude of a 
hypocrite; that the real object of the 
United States is conquest. If the Presi- 
dent cannot convince a disinterested 
nation like Germany of the sincerity of 
his aims and purpose, what chance does 
he stand of convincing Mexico, which 
has heard the crack of American rifles? 
Putting war on a good Samaritan basis 
is something brand new. Many people, 
used to the old order of things, do not 
quite “get” it. 
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«Oh, What’s the Use?” Quoth the Dove of Peace 
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A right woman can make a fool of any It isn’t that married men are really any worse The rich eat sandwiches tied with ribbon. And 
man, but if he is the right man she won't. than bachelors—they have press agents, that’s all. the poor get bread tied up with red tape. 





























LITTLE BRIGHT EYES 


** Aha, Belinda, at last I have discovered why 
this flat of ours is so draughty!”’ 


THE HUSBAND’S CATECHISM 
To Be Taken Evenings 
Q: Do you love me? 
A: Yes, indeed, dear. More every day. 
Q: Are you sure you aren’t saying that just 
because you don’t want to hurt my feelings? 
A: Not in the least, darling. It’s true every 
single syllable. 
Q: DoI really make you happy? 
A: Always. 
Q: Then why do you sigh sometimes? 
A: Sigh? Why, I didn’t know I did. It must 
be that broken rib I got playing football. 
Sometimes in damp weather it pains me. 





Grow 


Q: Do you think you’d sigh so if you’d married 
that Whatsername Herrick girl you were so 
fond of in college? 

A: I'd never have done a thing but sigh ever 
afterwards. No, Laura wouldn’t have suited 
me for a minute. 

Q: But afterwards you were engaged to Jane 
Garretson, and when she broke the engage- 
ment you were terribly cut up. You told me 
so yourself. (Rising inflection.) 

A: It was the luckiest thing in the world for me 
that she did break it. 

Q: I don’t know. Sometimes I think you’re 
sorry that you married me. (R. i.) 


A: Don’t talk like that - it hurts me. 
Q: But I want the truth. Why won’t you deal 
frankly with me—for once at least? 


A: Well then, dear, when I married you it was 
the luckiest thing—the best thing—that ever 
happened to me or could have happened to me. 

Q: But last night you said the best thing that 
ever happened to you was when you had to 
give up the law and go into business. (R. i.) 

A: But I wasn’t putting that in a class with this. 
(Profound silence for two seconds. ) 

Q: Whom would you marry if I died? 

A: I should never marry again. 

Q: Then that’s a sign you aren’t happy. A man 
who’s happily married always takes a second 
wife. And you know that—— Stop—— You’ll 
muss my hair—— Ple-e-e-ease stop—— 


(Quick Curtain.) 





Morning Airing 








COMMON ENOUGH 


“<I should like to see some spats, * 
said the precise gentleman. 

**Well, stick around,”’ suggested the 
new floorwalker. ‘‘ The salesladies are 
starting ’em all the time.” 


EXPERT OPINION 


SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER: Was it right 
of Elijah to raise the widow’s son? 

REDDY BACKROW (eagerly): How much was 
in the pot, and what kind of a hand did Lige 
have? 


a 


*"TWAS EVER THUS! 


Though Cupid seemed a silly boy, 
He made a foolish lout of me; 

At first he swore he’d bring me joy, 
Then took the heart right out of me! 





















The News in Rime 


The Eagle flapped to Mexico 





Bill Haywood told the unemployed 
They mustn’t go to war; 
Sir Taft he said a prayer for peace, 
Which got him no encore. 
The cup defender Resolute 
Was launched with bursting bubbles; 
The Tangoes smile 
At Coney Isle, 
And Bryan has his troubles. 


The calendar may soon be changed 
To put more summer in it; 
Unless it adds some holidays 
We're changelessly ag’in it. 
Bill Sulzer shyly named himself 
To head the Bull Moose flurry— 
The purple news 
From Vera Cruz 
Made Huerta almost worry. 


Chas. Whitman will be Governor, 
According, to his boomers ; 
An ultra-feminist was seen 
To walk abroad in bloomers. 
King George is fond of postage stamps, 
And fev’rishly collects ’em ; 
T. R. may spear 
The Huertists’ rear, 
Which doubtlessly would vex ’em. 
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With bomb-bombs in its beak ; 
Sir Woodrow shook the colors out 
And nailed ’em to the peak. 
The Army cast a longing eye 
On Brother Huerta’s realm ; 
The Navy gents 
Are feeling tense, 
And Mars is at the helm. 











A lady sued Caruso for 
A hundred thousand dollars— 
You catch a tenor by the toe 
And squeeze him till he hollers. 
Some folks in ancient Babylon 
Have found the site of Babel; 
Vesuvius 
Began to fuss 
And Gen’ral Wood looks able. 











Some transports left for Vera Cruz 
With trouble for a cargo; 
Sir Woodrow glanced Carranza’s way 
And tightened the embargo. 
Miss Olive Fremstad had a cold, 
Geo. Goethals armed his digging ; 
Some hot shot spanned 
The Rio Grande, 
And so the world goes jigging. 


Dana Burnet. 











The Bard of Avon’s natal day 
Was hailed by many readers ; 
The baseball experts are engaged 
In doping out the leaders; 
Old England takes more shower-baths 
Than any other nation ; 
Cole Blease would charge 
The world at large, 
And Peace is on vacation. 
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THE WAITER HE TIPPED WITH TEN CENTS 


DIARY OF A “PERSONAL EXPERIENCE” WRITER 


February 15— Finished my first personal experience article to-day. 
Having no personal experiences of my own worth writing about, I ground 
out ten thousand words about the experiences of a New York clerk who took 
up an abandoned farm and made it pay. I flatter myself that I wrote it 
convincingly. In fact I almost believed it was true when I had finished it. 
I wanted to desert the town right away and buy a ticket for some abandoned 
rural district and begin raising the yellow-legged chickens which brought my 
fictional clerk all his fictional prosperity. The editor grabbed the story, and 
told me to write the experiences of a moving-picture actor. 


March 1— Finished the experiences of a movie actor to-day. For one 
who has never seen a moving-picture actor off the screen, I think it is a 
pretty good job. The editor thought so, too, and paid me extra rates for 
it. Says he can’t get enough personal experience stuff, and, as the people 
who reaily have experiences hardly ever know enough about writing to set 
them down, he has to fall back on individuals like myself who have had no 
experiences, but can make their imaginations supply any deficit. The check 
for this story is going to pay our grocery bill, and will leave enough over 
for the new hat my wife has been wanting. 


March 10— I’ve been hammering out the personal experiences of a tango 
teacher. The editor outlined it to me. It’s the easiest stunt in this line I’ve 
done yet. A twenty-five cent book on the new steps gave me all the solid 
material I wanted. I’ll bet nine out of ten people who read that unsigned 
article will look wise and say: ‘‘ One of the Castles wrote that.’”” The editor 
has set me at work on the personal experiences of Western ranch woman. 


April 15— My! but I have fallen down in that ranch woman experience 
stuff. I went to the library to get a book on western ranching, but the 
nearest I could get to it was banana raising in Honduras. I also got hold 
of a book on sheep raising in Australia. I worked the two into my article, 
and the editor, who knows even less about the west than I do, ran what I 
wrote. Since the article appeared, the magazine’s mail from the west has 
been heavy with protests. The editor has come near losing his job, and I 
have lost mine outright. Too bad, too, as I had several assignments lined 
up, including the personal experiences of butchers, bakers, candle-stick 
makers, millionaires, and ash-haulers. Well, it was good while it lasted. 





A WARM CRITICISM 


“‘Brudder Bogus,”’ grimly said good old Parson Bagster, addressing a 
member of his congregation who was equally noted for his vociferosity and 
his penuriousness, ‘‘whilst de Lawd loveth a cheerful giver, I’s impelled, 
mo’ in sorrer dan in anger, to state dat when de gift am noth’n’ mo’ dan 
three cheers de giver don’t make no great hit wid me, no mattah how de 


Lawd done feels about it! ’’ 
- 


AS CITIES GROW NOISIER 


Even Styles in Grave-Stones Change 
1870— Here sleeps Asa Bump. 
1890—- Here rests Asa Bump, Jr. 
1914— Here lies Asa Bump, 3rd. 
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A CELEBRATED PIANO TAMER 




















THE PIRATES ‘SONG - 
SIXTEEN MEN ON A DEAD MANS CHEST, 


YO HO FORA i 
RASPBERRY SUNDAE! 








"HE Won BE HAPPY 
TILL HE GETS IT.” 
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AWAY WITH CHAMPAGNE ! 
THE SECRETARY OF THE NAVY CHRISTENS 
A DREADNOUGHYT. 























> “ > ANOTHER BOSTON TEA’ PARTY- 
‘ = : se FOLLOWED BY LOBSTER & WINE 
= = THE AUXILIARY FLEET- AND SOUSED MACKEREL- 
———— ; 
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THE NAVY,” SAYS DANIELS 
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A MODERN VERSION 


JjAck and Jill went up the hill 
ys To get an orange sundae, 


tir But took a chaperon along 


| For fear of Mrs. Grundy. 
I 
a 


When Jack fell down and broke his crown, 
Said Mrs. G.: “I’m thinking 
That was a most suspicious fall— 


No doubt he had been drinking. 






“ And as for Jill, that girl’s a pill; 
She couldn’t well be dafter. 

The way she’s always chased the men, 
Of course she’d follow after.” 


cr 


¥ 
AN ACCIDENTAL HERO 


Egbert Dobbs was one of those boys who never knew how to dance. 
At the age when the de luxe kids of the neighborhood were putting their 
cute little dancing-pumps into satchels and hiking away to the professor’s, 
Egbert was in the lot playing two-old-cat. 

He did not miss the terpsichorean accomplishment during his early 
youthhood. The parties which he attended were devoted mostly to kissing 
games, and at such the other kids had nothing on Egbert. At “‘Post-office”’ 
and ‘‘ Clap In and Clap Out,” he was fully their equal, if not their superior. 

It was not until he was about sixteen years old that Egbert realized that 
he had missed something. His particular set was getting too old for kiss- 
ing games then—too old, that is, except in private groups of two—and 
parties were given over to dancing. Then it was that Egbert began to stand 
in corners, and to feel like a shipwrecked mariner on a stern and rock-bound 
coast. He could wabble through a square set, and he was strong on the 
grand march to supper, but at other entries on the dance menu Egbert was 
a shine, and knew it. He was a male wall-flower. 

At this, the crisis in his young life, he might still have beaten it to 
dancing-school and learned to go through the motions acceptably, but he 
did not. He became a pitiable victim of self-consciousness, and at parties, 
for the next four years, spent most of his time out in the hall in the vicinity 
of the lemonade bowl. He flashed in the limelight when a square set was 
on, but departed miserably when the fiddlers struck up anything modern. 

When Egbert was twenty-three years old he spent his two weeks’ 
vacation at Mud Knob in the Catshires. It was the era of the Tango and 
the Maxixe. One night, in the hotel ball-room, when the piano was ripping 
out the latest paresis dance-music, a husky summer girl got a half-nelson 
on Egbert and dragged him out on the floor. 

“‘I can’t dance!” spluttered Egbert, hysterically. 

“Come on; you gotter!”’ cried the playful thing. 

“But I can’t, I tell you!” he gasped. 

“*Yes, you can. Just keep a-bobbing.” 

She had a grip like a Maine lobster, and Egbert was helpless. Heavens, 
what a frightful spectacle he was making of himself! What would people 
think of him? How the girls would laugh at him! How the other fellows 





ALWAYS THE WAY 


DEACON SNODGRASS: Dear me! How 
shocking! Pshaw! I left my glasses at home! 





The Bonehead Primer—tii 


So 


nS 


wv 


ini ML] 

Fit hs 
| nN 

| st! N 


| | 
J) | hla bia 
Le 





man 

Fie on him ! 

Does he not know it is or- 
dain-ed that the rain fall- 
eth alike on the juft as well 
as upon ATS kind ? 

Per-haps he would change ye Time- 
Honour-ed Custom of Geltirig Wet ! 


Progrefs ? Bah !!! 





would josh him! All the while he was slipping, sliding, crouching, skidding, 
rocking from side to side, up and down, in and out, in the grasp of a 
giggling girl who wouldn’t let go of him. It was too awful for words. 

When the music stopped and he could break away at last, Egbert stag- 
gered across the room toward the door. His sole idea was to escape, and 
quick! But he was intercepted by a whole bevy of girls. 

“*Oh, Mr. Dobbs,” cried one, ‘‘ What was that you were dancing with 
Miss Biggs? Won’t you show me?” 

“*Oh, Mr. Dobbs,” cried another; ‘‘won’t you teach me?” 

“*Me too, Mr. Dobbs,” said a third in shrill appeal. ‘It had some 
awfully cute steps in it. Where did you learn it?” 

In short, instead of a boob, Egbert found himself a hero. 


MORAL: All is dance that wiggles. 


LAYING THE BLAME 


VISITOR: Where’s all the folks gone to? Don’t see a soul. 

THE “‘OLD MAN” (on the door-step): All shot to pieces. Durn these 
“‘Home Economy” magazines anyway. The wife’s been gone since Fri- 
day trying to find an unheard-of drug to use in a “simple” remedy for 
freckles; the cook’s been working since last evening on a five-minute 
hasty-pudding recipe; and my daughter is laid up with burning herself in 
a “‘Home Mechanic” bath-tub that she made out of a thimble, two sieves, 
and a mile of lead-pipe. 


HIS OBJECTION 
MRS. HANKINS (after morning service) : Why didn’t you like the nev: 
rector? 
HANKINS: I don’t think the man is sincere. The idea of choosing the 
Golden Rule for his text, and then preaching to us for more than two hours. 
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** Parsifal” reheard, ‘‘ Sieg- 
fried’? reheard. And both re- 
heard at an interval of only 
twenty-four hours. “‘Parsifal’’ I 
saw for the first time many years 
ago at Bayreuth. (And let me 
remark, in parenthesis, it was 
the worst performance I ever 
had the ill-luck to attend. Marie 
Wittich was a lethargic Kundry, 
and Van Dyck a voiceless Parsi- 
fal. Fat they both were, and the 
stage was atrociously managed. 
Need I add that Siegfried Wag- 
ner was in charge? The Lord 
knows he is not idyllic even if his 
marvellous daddy did write the 
Siegfried Idyll as a serenade 
to him.) Since Bayreuth I’ve 
heard of a dozen “ Parsifal’’ interpretations, chiefly in New York. The best 
reading was that of Anton Seidl—in concert, be it understood—because 
Seidl had his tradition from the chief source, Richard Wagner. He made 
much of the slim thematic material, an echo of the earlier Wagner. Her- 
mann Levi and Hans Richter filled me with awe at the power with which 
they galvanized the feeble and venerable bones of a work-born decrepit, 
musically a composition full of the debris of the other operas of the mighty 
Richard; and last, but no means least, I have often enjoyed the wholly 
adequate and virile version of Alfred Hertz at the Metropolitan Opera 
House. It was under his baton I again heard the work on Good Friday last. 


** Siegfried ” was finished in 1869, “‘Parsifal’’ in 1882—not the span of 
a life, yet in these few years the very character of the composer had 
altered, and not for the better. Naturally, both works had a longer fore- 
ground; the poem of ‘“‘ Young Siegfried”’ was written in 1851; in 1856-7 
Wagner worked at and finished the poet act and part of the second of “‘ Sieg- 
fried”’ (recast from the original poem). But the scoring was not done till 
1871. The “‘ Parsifal’’ book has a much more complicated history, and too 
long to rehearse here. Suffice to say that in 1849 Wagner had contem- 
plated a ‘‘ Jesus Christ,’”’ a sacred drama in which the Saviour was to be 
tempted by Mary Magdalen. This idea was abandoned as not being 
practical, and an Indian subject, ‘‘The Victors,” was begun. In 1857 
** Parsifal’’ became an obsession, and in 1864 King Ludwig II of Bavaria 
begged Wagner to develop the idea, and this was the genesis of the so- 
called sacred music drama. I have in ‘‘Overtones”’ written at length on 
the subject, though not with the entire frankness the esoteric side of it 
demands. There was such a lot of rot talked and written at the time when 
Heinrich Conried produced the work here, despite the protest of Bayreuth, 
that the “still small voice’ of Truth had little chance to be heard in the 
hurricane of slush, gush, pseudo-criticism, and false religious sentiment. The 
fact is, that if the reverend gentlemen who so earnestly protested at the 
“burlesque of the divine service” and the ‘“‘ desecra- 
tion of churchly ideals,” had known the real “Parsi- 
fal,” censorship might have been invoked. Since then 
the pendulum has swung to the opposite extreme. People 
who don’t understand Wagner, people who loathe the 
story and music of Tristan and Isolde, flock to “‘ Parsifal’’ 
twice a season as to a religious function. They actually 
hypnotize themselves into believing it’s ‘‘ religious,” and 
the solemn Dresden Amen in the 
score, which gives color to the 
belief, fits in with their psalm- 
singing worship. Just look at 
the audience the next time 
“ Parsifal’’ is given here. It is 
typically provincial. It swallows 
all the insipid twaddle and mys- 
tic molasses of the libretto—the 
most horrible fustian and far- 
rago ever devised by a once 
powerful imagination — as if it 
were a slice of the eternal veri- 
ties. It’s both a sad and silly 
spectacle, this audience of mis- 
placed piety at “‘ Parsifal.”’ 


But “Siegfried!” | What 
youthful vigor, what poetry, 
what glorious music! It is the 
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triumph of life, the exaltation of 
new ideas over the old. I’m no 
believer in the socialistic humbug 
which Bernard Shaw tried to 
**read”’ into the opera—Shaw is 
neither a sound socialist nor a 
music critic. An individualist I 
would call Siegfried. He is fear- 
less because of his youthful 
ignorance, as Parsifal is ignorant 
because of his mental flabbi- 
ness. Now, Parsifal was not 
like Klingsor, a eunuch; else how 
could he later have become the 
father of Lohengrin? (I still 
suspect Kundry caught him nap- 
ping at last; besides, he must 
have wearied of the yapping 
Amfortas.) Parsifal was the 
“Helper,” the one thing that “helpeth.” Don’t you remember the 
famous rune—what else is it?—-that appeared in letters of fire about the 
rim of the Holy Grail vase: ‘‘By pity waken’d the blameless fool, him 
await my chosen tool.” A significant prophecy, later realized by the 
sacred lance held in Parsifal’s hands. This touches the burning wound of 
the once naughty king and his suffering is assuaged. Compounded of 
Buddhistic and Schopenhauerian doctrines, a medley of medieval rubbish, 
scourings from legend and metaphysics, are the narrative and ethics of this 
opera—melodrama is a better ascription. The gabble about redeemer and 
redeemed, recalls Renan’s words concerning the self-tortured Amiel: ‘‘He 
speaks of sin, of salvation, of redemption, and conversion, as if these things 
were realities.”” After blithely abusing Christianity for the major portion 
of his career—consult several of his letters to Liszt—-Wagner, in the phrase 
of Nietzsche, ‘‘sank down, helpless and disjointed, at the foot of the 
Christian Cross.”” Of course, he did nothing of the sort. He was never of 
a religious nature; he merely saw in such a theme as “ Parsifal,” with its 
mock-turtle Christianity, it’s mimicry of the Lord’s supper, the washing of 
the feet, and other incidents in the gospels, a fresh opportunity to win new 
audiences. With his unfailing prevision all has turned out—though after 
his death—as he planned. Parsifal—not only the “purest fool” in ail 
literature, but also the most damnable—is looked upon as an avatar of 
Christ. This is blasphemy for not a few earnest Christians, and the reverse 
to lovers of sensation at any cost—the cost of common sense and good 
taste inclusive. However, as has been long ago settled, there is no disputing 
taste. I’m not arguing with you, but just telling you, as once remarked 
the late James Whistler. 


I can endure those Knights of the Holy Grail, who look in their terra- 
cotta robes like a beer mannerchor disguised as members of the obsolete 
Klu-Klux-Klan, for they are comical. The singing corpse of Titurel is 
necrophilia on a repulsive scale, never imagined by unhappy Oscar 
Wilde in his Salome. But that 
dead swan is always too much 
for my funny bone, for my rib 
risible. In his decline Wagner 
lost what little sense of humor 
he ever possessed, as the swan, 
a wild goose rather, is borne 
away on a litter of twigs to most 
eloquent music; “‘a feathered 
Siegfried,”” as I called it else- 
where; an unconscious parody 
of a touching scene in Gotter- 
dammerung. (Wagner was an 
anti-vivisectionist and at times a 
vegetarian.) Kundry is a studio 
mannikin, a thing of shreds and 
patches from the Wandering 
Jewess and Mary Magdalen to 
a modern harlot, a professional 
seductrix in the employ of a 
noisy magician, also the most 
depraved woman inart. George 
Moore, in the earlier editions of 
“* Evelyn Inness,”’ described Par- 
sifal as a “‘ stuffed Christ,” not 
a bad simile. An emasculate 
youth, nevertheless a fighter 

(Continued on page 17) 
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DEAR LADY-BUG: I 
have been talking to that 


AN OPEN 
LETTER = ae tr cme wo 
TO TRE now. I have given him a 


chance to annex my 
LADY-BUG weekly pittance of one 

hundred dollars for three 

minutes thinking, two 
minutes working and two cents spending. 

He hasn’t had a chance on any form shown 
up to date. I am beginning to think that the period 
of thought and work required, to say nothing of 
the money to be expended, is beyond him. 

So I turn to you, dear Lady-Bug. As I wish 
to grab your interest without loss of time and 
in both hands, let me say at once that I am a 
most immoral man; probably a more immoral 





“HE’S RIGHT. PUTTING IS MY FORTE. I ONLY 
TOOK THREE ON THE SEVENTH GREEN TO-DAY ” 


man than even you have met even in the United 
States of America. 

And that must be going some. Here, I am 
‘afraid, dear Lady-Bug, I must disappoint you; 
for I must confess that my immorality is of a 
very unusual nature. 

It is mainly mental. 

’ To be immoral really is merely to be “not 
according to custom.” Highly moral men, in 
the ordinary sense, are frequently deadly bores 
and wearisome prigs; in the mental they are 
merely dormitive. 





ay QW ll seni nD ed Wes 
ALMOST NOT SO VERY 
USELESS BAD INACCURATE 


Let it be granted then that one is more inter- 
esting if one is mentally immoral than if one has 
the prevailing stencil method of mental expression. 

I want you clearly to understand, dear Sister 
Bug, that I am an authority on these things of 





\ 
IF any reader of Puck can show 

that the Idiot is wrong, he will 
receive from Puck the sum of ONE 
HUNDRED DOLLARS, and the Golf 
Idiot will go without salary for that 
week. 

Address PUCK’S GOLF IDIOT, 
Puck, 301 Lafayette Street, N. Y. 
All letters, to receive consideration, 
must be signed with full name and 
address. 

Letters received by Puck’s Golf 
Idiot will be considered his prop- 
erty, for publication or other use 
as he may see fit. $100.00 for the 
FIRST letter each week PROVING 
HIM WRONG. 


\ A 


which I speak. An authority nowadays is gen- 
erally made by saying he is one often enough 
and loudly enough and long enough. 

Far be it from me to be such an authority; 
and perhaps you doubt that one can get through 
on that game. 

Doubt not, dear Lady-Bug. Let me introduce 
you to George Bernard Shaw and H. G. Wells. 
I don’t know the little fellow’s other names— 
and I don’t want to. 

These two men are allowed by the half-penny 
press of England to speak with authority on 
sociology, on the relation of the individual to 
the state and to the other individual, and on the 
question of the family. 

They got this right in the manner aforesaid. 
I heard one of them confess that he is immoral. 
I know that he is, and everybody who is 
anybody in England knows that the other one 
is; in fact, he freely advertises it himself. 

Pardon me, dear Lady-Bug, if I seem to wan- 
der, but you cannot believe what a relief it is to 
forget this dear brother of yoursfor a week; 
and I shall get back to golf presently. 

Forgive me if I prove my position of authority 
by inverse mental ratiocination. It is a new 
method lately introduced by me for the purpose, 
but it is not altogether uninteresting. 

Shaw is recognized as an authority by the 
aforesaid press in England. Now I can give five 
absolutely unanswerable reasons why Shaw can- 
not be considered an authority on anything 
in England. 

Listen as they fall pitilessly and inexorably from 
my Venus XYZ to the nth power: 

1. He does not eat beef. 

2. He does not drink beer. 

3. He does not smoke tobacco. 
4. He does not play games. 

5. He does not get children. 

He is not of the life of England in any way, 
shape or form whatsumever. Q. E. D. 

Imagine one who eats not beef, imbibes not 
Bass, bloweth not tobacco smoke, nor hitteth the 
skittish ball presuming to be an authority on any- 
thing in England. It is simply crass presumption. 
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P. A. Vaile and H. B. Martin, Keepers 


No. 5 may be said to be one of the chief 
recreations of the great middle class to which 
Shaw now belongs, but it really is something 
more. Unless a man 
is more than a mere 
theorist on this sub- 
ject he must be ad- 
mitted to be, as a fac- 
tor in the macrocos- 
mic scale, inchoate. 


Therefore Shawis 
inchoate — so far as 
the public records 
rae Se tae FATAL TO ACCURACY. A FRE 
gotten his Position of QUENT FAULT IN THE DOWN- 
authority on the as- warp OR STABBING PUTT 
similation, absorp- 
tion and enjoyment of beef, beer, tobacco and 
games, and on family life and the procreation 
of children (which is al! there is of English life), 
and by saying loudly enough and long enough 
that he is “‘ it.” 

Now Shaw does none of these five things and 
we are led to believe that he cannot do them, 





HOW YOUR FXPERIENCED “ SISTER-BUG”’ 
SOLES HER CLUB 


whereas I do all of them, or rather I do the 
first four of them and have done the fifth. 
Therefore, by my process of inverse mental 
raticcination, it will be apparent that I am a 
greater authority than Shaw on these matters, 
with the single exception of the ‘‘ push”’ stroke. 





THE SWING BACK THE FOLLOW THROUGH 
After what I have said it is an alarming para- 
dox which I now propound. 
Shaw is an absolute master of the ‘‘ push” 
stroke. Vardon has said that this is the master- 
(Continued on page 19) 
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CHARM OF THE OCCULT 
MR. BIRD: How can you admire that stupid 
old frog? 
MRS. BIRD: Don’t say that, dear! I think 
he’s so wonderfully mysterious ! 


} WHAT THEY SAY AND THINK 


THE PEDESTRIAN: 
I beg your pardon! Iam so sorry! 
Who in blazes are you bumping into? 


; THE VETERAN: 
: Mister Ridgely! I never was treated so in my 
zi whole life! 

Absolutely the most charming man I ever 
kissed. 


on alee, 


THE CALLER: 
. My dear, what a sweet dress! Where did you 
get it? Paris? 

Another horror! Well, I suppose a woman 
can’t learn good taste. 


THE FRIEND: 
Hello, Henry! Well again, I see. 
Great Scott! The boy’s all in. 


THE OBITUARIAN: ‘i 
Beloved wife of —— 
Despised chattel of-—— 


THE BROKER: 
Yes, it is in for an advance. Buy quick! 
It will stand still or rise or drop. 


THE RIVAL MOTHERS: 
What a beauty! Think of his being only two 


months old! 
Shriveled little windfall. 


THE COUNSEL: 
f My learned friend. 
This repulsive jackass. 


THE CLUBMATE: 
Peach of a story. Heard it? No? Bran’ new 
one on me. 
At least ten years old and never much of a 
yarn at that. 
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THE LAWYER: 

Madam, there is no more promising young 
lawyer to-day than your Harold. 

Pity, so nice an old lady should have a block- 
head for a son. 

THE CLERGYMAN: 
Dearly beloved brethren—— 
An unusually offensive congregation! 
THE HOUSEWARMER :: 
What an entrancing house—so homelike. 
Id rather live in a lean-to. 
THE QUEEN OF DRAMA: 


Good-bye forever! 
How nicely we are getting on. 








> 


THIS WAY OUT 


ADAM (looking at her critically): You seem 
to be quite different from me. 

EVE: That’s the first compliment you ever 
paid me. 
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HINT TO HUSBANDS 


A woman wouldn’t mind housekeeping if her house was in the right place 

















The Interborough Rapid Transit Company 
during the month of March, 1914, carried 
3,194,646 more passengers than during the 
same period a year ago. It seemed, a year 
ago, utterly impossible to increase the already 
more than compact trainload; the only ade- 
quate explanation appears to be that the female 
Passengers are wearing less than ever. 


¥ 


That more or less clever expedient, the short 
term note, is coming in for considerable amount 
of attention. The position of this class of secu- 
rities, when, as is generally the case, there is no 
collateral, is below the level of income bonds 
and above that of preferred shares as a lien 
upon current earnings. The purpose for which 
the money is to be used is, of course, a consid- 
eration. If the issue merely takes the place of 
bonds becoming due and representing funds 
long ago expended and of no present earning 
power, it is an expensive burden. If, on the 
contrary, its purpose is to furnish capital for 
developments or improvements that will yield a 
justifiable return, it takes rank as a legitimate 
piece of financing. It remains, however, an 
expensive method of raising funds and is merely 
a short makeshift. More than a dozen issues of 
this nature fall due during the current year. 


e 
Through one of those curious accidents that 
happen in the case of the best regulated news- 
papers an announcement of sealed bids to be 
received by the Board of Water Supply appeared, 
a day or two ago, immediately next to the stock 
list. Ps 


A Pennsylvania Congressman, in upbraiding 
the people of this country because of their 
extravagance, directed attention to the fact that 
we are spending more than $25,000,000 a 
year for chewing-gum and something like 
$350,000,000 per annum for tobacco. These 
rather startling figures, according to the speaker, 
accounted in some measure for the high cost of 
living. He omitted to add, however, how much 
the expense of running Congress increased the 
present price of existence. 


* 
If there is any logic inthe proceedings against 
Mexico the turning-point will be attained when 


we shall be able to quote the situation ex- 
Huerta. > 


It is generally admitted and expected that an 
increase in freight rates will improve the present 
depressed and deplorable state of affairs. It does 
not seem fair or for that matter good business 
to permit everybody who sells the railroads a 
screw or anail or a locomotive to put up his 
prices and then forbid the railroad to charge 
higher rates for its commodity. Furthermore, 
the railroad being the biggest kind of a big cus- 
tomer, when it begins to economize there is a 
marked and unpleasant effect in many quarters. 
But there is a deeper underlying cause appar- 
ently that affects the attitude of the community 
in respect to the present financial condition. 
What is needed is more of old-fashioned honesty 
—the kind that stands for straightforwardness 





pure and simple, that knows nothing of technical 
denials and such like and that neither juggles 
nor deceives. It may be exceedingly clever to 
have a First Consolidated Mortgage Bond mas- 
querade as a genuine unequivocal first mortgage 
lien, but when it turns out to be in reality a sec- 
ond mortgage confidence is shaken and funds 
begin to shrink away from the investment mar- 
ket. There is a limit to the number of times 
that even the most lamb-like of investors can be 
fooled. Confidence is the all-essential requisite. 
Even the promise of a bumper crop may fail to 
stimulate a market that is short of faith. In a 
word, with the increase of freight rates, when- 
ever that may be vouchsafed, it will be neces- 
sary to have not only able but scrupulously 
honest administration. 


¥ 


““What makes stocks go down?” asked the 
unsophisticated Lamb. 

“‘The law of gravitation, of course,”’ snapped 
the Tape Fiend without missing a quotation. 








Watchful waiting—a specialist absorbed in 
studying his list of ‘“‘ stop orders.” 


¥ 


The late J. P. Morgan was either frankly 
friendly or emphatically disinterested. In the 
midst of the most absorbing and trying matters 
of business he responded at once to the request 
of a friend. One day a prominent business 
man entered his office and disclosed a state of 
affairs that required funds. Morgan listened 
attentively to the recital of details and finally 
asked: ‘“‘ How much do you want?” The man 
hesitated and finally ventured the suggestion 
that fifty thousand dollars would be required. 
Morgan rose from his chair, walked out of his 
office and presently returned with a check. 
“‘That’s what you need,” he said decisively. 
The visitor expressed his thanks and then look- 
ing at the paper uttered a word of surprise. The 
amount of the check was $250,000. _ By that 
time Morgan was deeply engrossed in another 
matter and the incident was closed. 











ONE OF WALL STREET’S FAVORITES 
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Compare the Indestructo with any other 


BAGGAGE 


trunk made. See it side by side with other 
trunks in the stores. 

You will find that not one of them has the 
distinctive features of the Indestructo—that 
not one of them gives you the same solid 
assurance of real worth and service—not one 
of them is so well able to care for itself in 
the crash and crush of hard baggage handling. 
One proving bit of evidence as to the stand- 
ing of Indestructo Trunks in the business 
world is the way leading merchants — the 
best and wisest merchants — have accepted 
the Indestructo. 

Remember that no other trunk can give 
you the service, satisfaction, the beauty and 
jasting value, ‘and the special Five Years 


Insurance and Registry features that are all | 


yours with the Indestructo Trunk. It is 
worth your while to buy right and be satis- 
fied. Say to yourself ‘‘ The next trunk I buy 
will be an Indestructo’’—then make good 
on that promise. 

Our booklet explains that fully—ask for it. 

National Veneer Products Company 
3405 Beiger Street Mishawaka, Indiana 





THE LATEST SEARCH 


The Great American novel 
The critics used to seek, 

And then the G. A. drama 
Was looked for every week. 


But now behold the difference — 
It seeks no book or play; 

The country’s simply waiting 
For the G. A. movie play. 











ofan ‘old vin 
Bottled Old fashioned as 
in Bond — — oom 


by axon 
PEBBLEFORD- 
Old Fy ga 


ality | 
Kentucky Bourbon 


CLEAR SPRING DISTILLING CO., 
BOURBON, NELSON COUNTY, KY 
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EQUAL DIVISION 
“We all think our own job the hardest,” 
observed the humorist on his vacation. 
“Yew bet!” agreed the farmer. “I hev 
to talk like this, and yew hev to spell it. 


CRUEL CRITICISM 
MRS. DORGAN (with ear toward neigh- 
bor’s flat): Whisht, Dan! The Hogan girl 
do be singin’ ““You Made Me What I Am 
To-day.” 
DORGAN: She must be referrin’ to her 
singin’-teacher. 


PRESENT PROBLEM 
FRIEND: So you still have “‘the problem 
Play.”” What’s the problem now? 
THEATRICAL MANAGER: To make it 
smuttier without getting pinched. 


| nine principle —the very denial of life itself. 


Aro 
THE SEVEN ARTS 


(Continued from page 13) 


—witness his victory over.the lady-like squires of the sinister Klingsor—he 
resists the blandishments of the beautiful witch; an unthinkable thing, when 
that witch is such a lovely apparition as Olive Fremstad. It is very laudable for 
a strapping young chap, apparently of the sex-masculine, to run away from 
the kiss of a beautiful woman—both laudable and rare if he can say: “Retro me, 
Sathanas,’’-for the devil often assumes fascinating feminine shapes, it is asserted by 
demonologists. *That it may happen in life one feels skeptical, in opera everything 
is possible. However, it is not in the New Testament we look for an elucidation of 
Parsifal’s character and conduct, but in the work of Havelock Ellis. 


The best analysis of Richard Wagner as an alleged thinker (Goethe said of 
Byron: ‘‘ So bald er philosopist, ist er ein Kind ;’’ Wagner was as weak in philosophy 
as Byron):is by Ernest Newman, an English critic. He does not hesitate to call Wag- 
ner “‘a sexual neuropath, . who was fortunate in that the storm and stress 
of the physiological life went mainly to the stimulation of his art.” ‘‘ Mainly”’ is 
good. Nietzsche said of him: ‘‘Wagner, in his old days, was positively feminini 
generis,”’ and in Oskar Panizza and Hanns Fuchs elaborate studies of the com- 
poser’s morbid psychology may be found all the data in the case. Wagner, dressed 
in silk and satin gowns, when visited by King Ludwig, must have been a sight fit 
for tears and laughter. (He was sued by Adele, the Viennese dressmaker, for 
women’s costumes not paid for.) The unpleasant side of the “‘Parsifal’’ libretto, 
so easy of comprehension if you have the key, is not precisely in this situation, 
but in the implied degradation of womanhood. That Kundry is the slave of a wiz- 
ard is bad enough, but why should those who have been kissed by her be 
forever impure, unless some youthful hero comes to the rescue, some ‘‘ redeemer ?” 
Is a woman then a dangerous wild beast? The New Woman must get after 
“‘ Parsifal,”’ for in it is the glorification of effeminacy, the degradation of the femi- 
No early father of the church, no 


| fanatical cenobite in the desert, no Ambrose, Chrysostom, or Odo of Cluny (who 











could skrink from woman because ‘“‘quomodo ipsum stercoris amplecti desider- 
amus’”’) ever misrepresented the unfair sex (‘‘long of hair and short of brains,” 
wrote amiable Arthur Schopenhauer) as does Wagner by implication in his 
last work. And when Kundry is “ converted’’—whatever that enigmatic phrase 
means—what is her fate? A slave who waits on the howling Knights of the 
Round Refreshment Bar, or else she washes the dusty feet of stranger pilgrims. 
Luckily she soon dies. One need not altogether subscribe to Nietzsche’s denuncia- 
tion—‘“‘I despise everyone who does not regard ‘Parsifal’ as an outrage on 
morals ’’—to heartily dislike the tendency of the “‘ Parsifal’’ poem of Parsifal. It’s 
a sickly mess, and I can see the shudders of pious persons when they read this. 

You must include the music in this criticism, while not the greater Wagner, 
nevertheless the score has many exquisite moments, vast perspectives, mellow 
decay, phosphorescent lights, thrilling power, unearthly landscapes, grandiose 
visions, terrific dreams of the thither side of a moral Gehenna. The Good Friday 
spell—planned years before the work—is of a seductive beauty. To translate into 
tone the poetic evocations of a composer is in the presence of a tender spring 
day, and couple to all this memories of the day of atonement, seems a fabulous 
undertaking. Wagner accomplished this. Otherwise his woman-hating imbeciles, 
with their spears, drugs, old goblets, witches’ warlocks, capons, and holy pigeons, 
are absurd nerve-maddening bores. “‘Parsifal’’ is now in the film theatres. I once 
saw it in Europe, and on that occasion the wedding march from Lohengrin served 
as an accompaniment to the scenic Wwansterenstens, Alas! poor ‘‘Parsifat.’”’ 











FORCE OF HABIT 
Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 


Abbott's Bitters be used in making it ; insures your get- 
ting the very best. C. W. Abbott & Go., Baltimore. Md. 





“319 
Mothersill’s 
* 
Seasick Remedy 
Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded. 
Officially adopted by Steamship Companies 
on both fresh and salt water—endorsed by 
highest authorities—and used by travelers 
the world over. 
Contains no cocaine, morphine, opium, 
chloral, coal tar products, or their derivatives. 
Sold by leading druggists. 50c box enough 
for 24 hours. $1.00 box for ocean voyage. 
The One Dependable Preventative 
| of Nausea, 


A copy of Mothersill'’s Travel Book 
sent by Yequest, without charge. 


MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO., Detroit, Mich. 


iso's at 19 St. "Bride Street, London; Montreal, 
| New Y York, F Paris, Milan, Hamburg. 


Sa 

















AT LAST 


SALESMAN: Here’s an alarm-ciock that’s 
| guaranteed positively to make a fellow jump 
out of bed. 
MR. TARDEE: That’s what they all say— 
but let’s hear it ring. 
SALESMAN: It doesn’t ring 


¥ 


Speaking of Gardens of Modern Verse — 
full many a flower is born to blush obscene. 


—it honks! 


DIARY January 14, 1814. 
“We started to Philadelphia to 
day, and.it proved a-rare Cold day for 
a-journeying. We left the coach at 
noon-day for the comforts of a wayside 
inn, where.we. lingered over some 
wonderful 


Old Overholt Rye 


**Same for 100 years”’ 


Thoroughly appreciated in the 
days of stage-coach journeys— and 
just as good today. A straight 

ennsylvania Rye whiskey 
of mellow flavor and 


rare 
bouquet. Aged in the wood 
and bottled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 








EDUCATED 

FREDDIE: How is it you’ve never read 
Rabelais and Boccaccio? 

WILLIE: Books of that kind seem very 
tame to a kid after he’s had a course in sex 
hygiene. 

* 


| Summertime is the time sc many people like 


to be alone so they can be with someone. 
2 


A woman is most likely to be a good lis- 
tener when you don’t think she can overhear. 





PainteD sy NELSON GREENE 


THE SEAWEED SKIRT 
“« How’s This for Style, Girls ?” 
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THE “WATCH BELOW” 


A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using 
Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baitimore. Md. 


Just Norma. 

“Are you as perfect physically as you 
seem to be?” he asked 

“ Certainly.” she replied. 

“Has there ever been any insanity in | 
your family?” 

“ Never.” 

“Have you a depraved taste of any 
kind?” 

Certainly not.” 

“ Are your teeth in good condition and 
do you see and hear perfectly ?” 

“Yes” 

“Are you ever bothered by insomnia, 
or headache, or indigestion?” 

* Not at all.” 

“Thank heaven! Now let’s make love 
a little while.”—Chicago Record- Herald. 


CHANGED His MIND. 
‘Then you didn’t ask for her hand ?” 
“No; when I went to interview her 
father he was busy with the furnace. He 
said to come down, and after watching 
his struggles for half-an-hour | didn’t 


Aro 
PUCK’S GOLF IDIOT 


(Continued from page 14) 


about golf, but—how about your putting? Are you putting badly? If you arel 


shall pick the reason for it in three guesses. 


1. You are not keeping the face of your putter at a right angle to the 
proper line of run at the moment you hit the ball. 

2. You are using a shallow-faced putter. 

3. You are tapping or hitting your putt instead of coming on to it with 
a swing and following through properly. 

Let me take number one first and try to be serious and moral 
even mental immorality in this—if.I can for a moment. 

In putting it is of the utmost importance to keep the face of your club at a 
right angle to the intended line of run of the ball both before, at, and after impact. 

Look at the way I show for you to address the ball. See how your expe- 
rienced sister-bug soles her club in front of the ball. Cannot you see how much 
better you get your angle with the line when you are in front of the ball than you 
do when your putter goes up against a circle which is what your ball is from above? 

Then you must lift your club back over the ball and address it in the usual 
way, after having taken what we call the preliminary or “frontal address’’ for 
determining the angle of the putter’s face. 

Now, let me show you the swing-back. See here that the face of the club is 
still at a right angle to the line, and so you will see it is in the drawing which shows 
the finish of the putt. 

This is the main secret of accurate putting so far as regards direction. 
great secret so far as regards length we have to deal with later on. 

Now we must deal with the ther two points we raised, namely: the questions 
of using the shallow-faced putter and tapping the putt. 

Let me say at once before I forget it that tapping the putt, or stabbing it, as 
some people call it, must always be inferior to playing it with a swing or pendu- 
lum-like motion for it throws too great an effort of ‘“‘muscular memory”’ on the 
player. The length of the putt should be regulated not by the amount of strength 
put into the blow but by the /ength of the swing. 

It is impossible to do this when one hits or stabs one’s putt. 

Now as to the shallow-faced putter. It is clear that with a shallow-faced 
putter one can hit one’s ball in any one of the three positions shown and marked. 

The first position is almost useless. The sharp edge of the putter catches the 
ball actually.below the center in some cases, especially when the ball is cocked up 
on the grass, as shown in Figure A, and the stroke is a descending blow, as the 
tapped or stabbed putt nearly always is. 

This is the whole secret of Vardon’s bad putting. 

He uses a shallow-faced putter and hits, taps or stabs the ball instead of fol- 
lowing through with a gentle swing as one must do in order to be a consistently 
good putter. 

Braid was formerly a very bad putter. He in those days stabbed his putt but 
gave it up and now uses the swing. He is now a fine putter. 

No golf club which admits the chance of error that the shallow-faced putter 
does should be used. 

Through the green we want to get the weight of the club beneath the ball fo 
raise it; on the green we want the weight of the club at or above the center of the 
ball for here we want fo keep the ball down. 

Didst ever hear of Alex H. Findlay, little sister? No? 

Well, tell it not where golfers most do congregate. Alex is the man who took 
Vardon and Ray through this country on their last tour, who has made more golf 
history in the United States than any other man. 

He has played golf for forty years and was good enough to take Harry Var- 
don to the thirty-sixth hole at Palm Beach in 1900. 

He says that what I tell you is right and that Vardon would benefit by chang- 
ing his putter and his style. 

Findlay has a putter which he designed himself. Here its general principles 
are shown. You will see that one cannot make the mistakes with this that one can 
with the shallow-faced putter. 

Dear little sister, the putting green and the purlieus thereof are your domain. 
It is there that you may get even with that big hefty boob of a brother of yours. 

Don’t be fooled by him or any other fool man. Listen to me who knows 
—and practices—more of real life and real golf than any other man you know, or 
know of, excepting only in the “‘push” stroke wherein I have to give way to 
George Bernard. 

And if I see that you have, as I shrewdly suspect, more brains than your 
brother, I shall show you some other little tricks whereby you may deprive him of 
some of his rude strength without resorting to the weapons of Delilah. 


for there is not 


The 


stroke in golf. Therefore Shaw as a master of the “‘ push” must know something 











want to get married.” — Kansas City 
Journal. 
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BRANCH WaRKHOUSR: 20 Beekman Street 5 “#¥ YORE 

















Gupta, ries e Woe, 
e3eer 





All kinds of Paper made to order 


























fe r es want 
Ao %nou- what 
Nectar Lastév 
keke port Tay 






















BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co. 
Lovisvitte Ky. 










Quirk ReASONABLE. 

‘-So you don’t call on Miss Bute any 
more. Quarreled?” 

‘Well, | told her I preferred to have 
her kiss me before and not after she kissed 
her pet dog.” 

‘*And what did she say?” 

“She said I evidently forgot that the 
dog might have his preference. too.” — 
Boston Transcript. 





HOLIDAY WEATHER 


PESSIMISTIC WEEK-ENDER: Say, 
if that’s an ark you’re building over 
there, I wish you’d reserve a couple of 
seats for myself and wife. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Parity Has Made it Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 


U NPROMISING. 

\ retail dealer in jeather goods, doing 
business in Baltimore. wrote to a firm in 
southern Massachusetts ordering a car- 
load of the merchandise. ‘The firm wired 


| him: 


‘Cannot ship your order until the last 
consignment is paid for.” 

‘Unable to wait so long.” telegraphed 
the leathermerchant. ** Cancel the order.” 
—Norristown Herald. 


BeTreR ‘THAN A Bic Carcu. 


Hello, Dobson! Any luck yesterday 


when you were fishing?” 
‘Great! 1 was away when six bili col- 
lectors called.”—FPAila. Public Ledger 
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THE ACCIDENTAL CUBISTS 
An Old Master Transformed by Militant Knives and Hatchets 
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